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with candles, crackers, little presents, and all the rest,
and even Father Christmas, with the traditional red cloak
and white beard. This must really be Stalin, in view of
the poster, on which the children " thank Comrade
Stalin for a bright and happy childhood."
No institution impressed me more than Bolshevo, the
vast establishment some twenty miles north of Moscow
for waifs and strays. The young man of thirty-two
who showed me over was one of the earliest inmates
(the twenty-fifth), and was now Chairman of the
Reception Committee. He looked me straight in the
eyes, and told his story very frankly. At die age of
eleven he had lost his father, mother, and brothers in
the War or the Civil War. He was left on the streets,
" and I, what is called, stole." He was sentenced by
a court, and was sent here. As time went on, he estab-
lished a right to the cancellation of his sentence and
restoration of his rights of citizenship, and became a
member of the Komsomol, and ultimately reached his
present position. Bolshevo started with thirteen inmates
in 1924. It now has 3,700, and this year the number will
be increased to 4,500, while 400 will be sent on to other
work, as has happened with several hundreds already.
id. the very full explanations which he gave me I only
felt inclined, perhaps, to criticize an excess of supervision,
not at all necessarily of a punitive kind; but this was
an institution to correspond to our Borstal. Inquiries
were made into any social failure of the given individual—
for instance, drunkenness; the whole question was gone
over with him; if a rebuke were not attended to, a
certain control over his habits would be imposed, such
as requiring him to cease acquaintance with a given

